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"He said he was coming last evening, but he didn't."
"Why didn't he?"
"I dunno; I suppose because I haven't time to go
out with him. So it was Miss L------that told you;
T^ell, you do 'ave chats on the stairs. I suppose you likes talking to ?er."
"I like talking to everybody, Emma; I like talking to you."
"Yes, but not as you talks to ?er; I 'ears you jes do 'ave fine times. She said this morning that she had not seen you for this last two nights-—that you had forgotten 'or, and I was to tell yer."
"Very well, I'll come out to-night and speak to her."
"And missus is so wild about it, and she daren't say nothing 'cause she thinks yer might go."
•H-       '               *                       *                      *                       *
A young man in a house full of women must be almost supernaturally unpleasant if he does not oe-cupy a groat deal of their attention. Certain at least it is that I was the point of interest in that house; and I found there that the practice of virtue is not so disagreeable as many young men think it. The fat landlady hovered round my doors, and I obtained perfectly fresh eggs by merely keeping her at her distance; the pretty aatress, with whom I used to sympathise with on the stairs at midnight, loved me better, and our intimacy was more strange and subtle, because it was pure, and it was not quite unpleasant to know that the awful servant dreamed of me ass very wi*o after all, and your beat destiny is your present one. We cannot add a pain, nor can we take away a pain; Tho                                but it
